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remarks soon revealed to me the true state of things,
and I realized that I had been deceiving myself. It
was not for me to try to look one thing when I was
thinking and feeling another. The idea of myself as
one of your smooth fellows, made for diplomacy and
the best society, for ever charming yet secretly tired
of it all, would no longer hold, and, bearing in mind
my newer and truer relations with my face, I was
compelled to revise my estimate of myself.

There was, however, nothing alarming or even
really disappointing in the situation. I was not sorry
to be free from the strain of a diplomatic bearing,
and congratulated myself on the-fact that the higher
types of human beings do not wear a smooth and
impassive front. There is nothing better than an
open, honest countenance, frankly expressing to the
world its owner's feelings. I thought so then and I
think so still, though now my opinion is worth more
if only because it is more disinterested. I imagined
then that mine was one of those open, honest faces,
and was happy in this belief until the cumulative
effect of a series of misunderstandings, of which that
one last night is a good example, compelled me to
take stock of myself once more, with the result that
I was disillusioned once and for all. I found that
people were always telling me not to be so angry
when, in actual fact, I was only slightly annoyed,
were for ever asking me why I was so jubilant when
in truth I was only mildly pleased, were constantly
suggesting that I should not glare furiously at